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a2 et vear HIDDEN WISDOM OF “THE HERMIT OF ZOAR.” §
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Delightful Observations of a Literary Recluse That Are Now Published for the First Time.wwmamasssnsnsnsnanancn ; E
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HERMIT'S BOOK. ARTISTICALLY
RAISES THE VEIL.

But now comes the volume printed by Mr
Whitney for privates circulation ameng the

ha continued

liftime friends of Alexander Gunn, In
~=hich the wvell is artisticalls dis
\
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s Bap very Yremanly and it artietho o

I ness the full figure #&ome In his cwn
Ha L Tt was co! known, even to his most
IntiLhate friends, that Mr, Gunn ever wrote
more than an occnsional letter of friendship,
and, as he was himself unconsclous of any
literary ability, this volume comes as a4 Sur-
prise. After his death three little notebooks
were found among him effecta. These, with
some sosttersd peraps nmiake op the volume.

Thers I8 no nttempt fn the brief note
that introduces and explaine the publication
to appreciate the puthor. With a simplicity
and suppression of sentiment that must
have been difficult, considering the nature

of the lifelong friendship that existed be-
tween the author and the publ it is
stated that AMr, Gunn was born in » that

he went from the stir and bustle of Clave-
land in 1578 to gquiet Zoar “to escape the
clamors and empty ambitions of the world™;
that "“he was then in the prime of life,
with fine health, and had retired from ac-
tive busginess, In which he had accumulated
what he consldered an ample fortunes*: that
visits to Zoar lengthensd as the years went
by, until “at Inst his life accidentally took
root in the simple community and he made
there a permanent lu the ‘Hermitage,'
a simpls littls cottage,” which Is the cantar
of the smazing Interest the wvolume dls-
closea,

Thereafter thers is nothing except that
srhich Mr. Gunn, u ensive of posthu-
mous publication, set in random notes
or occasional letiers In fani; an un-
comecious autobiograp wherein the time
honored traditions of form of work are
thrown to the winds. Mr. Whitney Is t0 ba
congratulated for having saved his friend
from the leveiling hand of an editor who
might have healed some lterary defects. bue
would as murely have spolled the plcture of
& splendid man, etched surely In short but
pregnant sentences,

We do not usually retire from active busi-
ness in Cleveland, or any other city of this
strenuous Unlon, at 43 particulurly if for-
tune i coming our way. Wheat 12 common
enough in oider lands—France, for instance
—is almost shocking, If not insidiously 1m-
maral, in ours
NOT A BOURED HERMIT
BUT PEACE SEEEEER.

Mr. Gunn was not ssured,
easy In his heart, and lived, If we may say
po, on Eawy wsiroet, eassfulwise, The nolse
of the active town got on his nervea n bit.
He would try how gulet It was amid the en-
cireling hills that shut in the primitive
township of Zoar—ihe place of  rest.
BEwabians so o 1 1t, becaume whe
reached 1t they were very tired. Mr
went there because he was tired elsewhere.
Btrange thing-the man aof clties foupd
there when the rustic Swablans found. He
came, enjoyed it. aad went. Soon his stay
becams longer than his absence. At lawt ke
“tock root.” mnd i(lereafter It was home—
ell very human, casy process. He melts
into *the community.™

“Here I am free from the envy the poor
must feel toward the arrogance of pride

me in

He was yary

and wealgh, for here ix a pure democracy.
There is ahade of gradation in the soclal
scale. 1 sit at table by the side of the coal

miner and feel no shudderings; the plough-
man is my friend and equal; when I think
how vastly more simpla his life Is 1 feel
that he Is my superior.™

This from his little four-page history of
Eocar that opens the book.

But, after all, these ure things that have
been thought and sald before. Ah, but in
the final r:usrn&hnhindivldnul note is dis-
tinctly heard, a thence onwa
Jose §t. Bit by hit there rl:r: ?:g;:':;:

fragmentary na it all i=, 8 kindly,
presence, full of heart

Emllrr an of livin l& -.
e W R R
anon glve way to beautiful enthuslasms

B8oymething of Thoreau and Burroughs the
nature worshipers, goes to the make-up of
thils’ retired merchant of Cleveland. Sume-
thing. too, of Walt Whitman's deep human.
Ity and masculine love of all beauty. He has
& distinct kinshin with Omur: e¢ven a cousn-
ohip with the uncruous, Intellectunl side of
Falstafl. He vibrates with a quick sensi-
tiveness to all the life around him. bu: his
expression of his sensations is always chasts
and slmple, direct and natural.

The amiable agnosiiclsm of his serious
moments and a certain cheerful panthelsm
beautifully shade for him the riddle .of the

universe. In thinking of him the word
“mellow’ rises to the mind. He Is fond 9f
the word himself, and uses it In every shade

of its range of meaning. Side by side, In-
deed, with the pleasure one derives from hia
notes and comments there constanily
mirches a curosity as to the full measure
of the man who made them. The more we
read him the more we want to know of the
genial hermit of Zoar,

E WAS COMPANIONABLE,

THOUGH A RECLUSE.

Strange thing for a hermit, we pleture
him almost Instantly as the most compan-
lonable of men. What he was to the lead-
ing lights of the rough spun Zoarites in
thelr fsclated community he just as surely
was to hosts of men of very different call-
ber,

Although his notes generally describe
thuse people of the world cutside Zoar by
initials onlv. one plainiy sees umong the
great number In the lttle pictures he has

ieft the lale Cornelius Vanderbilt, Mr.
P, O, Mills, Mr. Crocker of California:
“Tan™  O'Connell of the Dehemian
Club of BSan Franciseo; Lawrence.
the author of *“Kashmir.,” now Secre-
tery to Lord Curson, Viceroy of India:

Benator Mark Hanna, Orover Clevoianag,
Moréton Frewen, Myron T. Herrick. M.
Jack Gardner. a few Blehops, Governor
Todd, Sir Willlam Van Horde, a few Lords
and ladies, Duchesses and others, and Wii.
liam JMcKlaley—au in a natural sort of pelj.
mell, coming and golng In pageantry of
trave]l and entertalnment.

And thess cutside old-time friends it was
who,, from time to time, lured him away
from Zoar. If, with Ludwig, Christian,
Louis and Jomeph, his I!fe was primitive ang
patriarchal, once scross the waters of the
Tuscarawas he traveled en Prince in special
cars, in s=plendid staterooms, and lodged In
palaces and palace hotels. In all he was
equally at home. Two of thess Journeys are
described in the book

That a man with so wide and fine an ne-
quaintanceship as is disclosed in thess re-
covered fragments should have successfully
escaped publicity and notoriety, as he li-
tentonally did, is 10 be recorded as a dlse
tinct achievement of personal dignity. One
of the few regrets he seems to have suf-
fered during his peaceful days was over the
establishment of & newspaper in & town ad-
Jacent to Zoar, snd the other is over the
Intrusion of some sightseery inte the sacred
precinets of the Hermitage, which fronted
the Via Sacra, In the slumberous village of
his home.

But it was with this as with every
annoyance he had, which was usuaily
mimed with the ph “1 forgive -
body e\m&tun‘. anfl he soon forgot
near-by turber of privacy.

GUNN A MASTER OF
WORD PAINTING.,

mmmpm-u.

and field® in every meason, are jotted down
here with every sign of Intimacy. The en-
during execellence of his simple style leaps
out at one from every page. His facu.ty of
painting a picture—a clear cut cameo—in a
few master strekes—the snapshop faculty,
If one may adopt such a phrase—is wonder-
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during the Aret ten veors of his Intimacy | mirably for bim. “Ten Cays ater he 1a say=
with Zoar, only one survives, namely, the | irg
Hitle history of the colgny already I'ﬂr-:-n.li “I ook up to ths sy through the bare
to. From 188 on there Is. more of them I?‘rm-'hf « radiant with sunsh'ne; the wind
The yillage dolngs, the vlllage scenes; the | singing wigh the trées moves me ks
births, the deaths, the glory of the woods ! solemn muric. | exult In my existence, for-

ful
In April, 1900, he writes:
“Now sels in a storm of snow and wind

The windowe rattle and all the gables and
chimneys lend a naise to the roaring wind
The sleety snow. dashing against the win-
dows, lulte me to =] ® & ¢ Inthe mom-
ing all was white, but the birds. sturdily
singing, refuscd to belleve that winter was
come agnin, The diztances are obscured by
snow, which, before the blast, fies In
clouds. ‘The trees bend Jow under the
wind.”

Here s a reminlscence:

“Obedl, returning for the first time after
his departure from huine, ¢an scarcely con-
ceal the ecstasy he feels, 1, too, rethember
the old days when I came home radiant and
fresh. It was the end of May, 2 soft, warm
evening. 1 can yet see the young leaves on
the trees and feel my mother's arms around
me and her Kiss upon my face. These are
the treasures of memory."

8o we follow him sround Zoar; through
the sowing, the harvesting, the wine-making.
the beer-brewing. the chicken ralsing, the
troghlous economicial questions of the com-
munity. The chopping down cf the ancient
woods always meets with protest. Without
order, save as they follow In date, the
events are set down In these little plctures.
Blts of pioneer history drift in. It is Jan-
uary 5, 182 It snows and blows.

“0ld ‘Mike' told me lo-day of the time
when he cnme to Zoar among the first. His
father wae left behind sick, and his moth-
er, with her twu children—"Mike,' aged 12
snd a younger sister—came on through the
woods alone. The wagoner, who had ear-
rted them from Pittsburg, left them. as
agreed, at Sandyville, three miles from this
place, then a wreiched setilement of log
huts In the weads, It was a few days before
Christmas, JEIT.

“Mike' tells me how his mother sat
down on' s iog and burst into tearm Far
from home, In & Strange jand, a trackiess
wilderness, and 1o place to shelter her
children! No wonder ‘Mike' says men were
kinder in those dayw, for a man with bushy
beard and butternut-colored clothes came

getting ag= and poverty.”
Of course It s “comparntive poverty.” He

Is wealthi than His
| those oid friends w?
linve been pling uf

—

§
&

i

&
i

g

Zoar (ciends,
Lom he left in the citi~a
thelr wealth, and Lhe
belwesn Lis means and theirs s

ar

two, consider themmselves his M‘Iﬂrﬁ'l!"l-“
over a man gppreciated, he did, and such
man nesds must jove appreciation, so a
ifttle complaining note ever after this s
aeard Irking him a littie, but never for long.

but

Messoms, the fragrance from clover flelda,
the hum cf bees’

With many absences from Zoar., unae-
counted for here, the simp’e tale goes on.
At the beginning of 1854 the aftermath of
the greater panic finds himn moralizing: but
tn May of that year he is =allng for Eu-
rope In & goodly company. The .t t-
ed hermit does rot, 1A his little note book,
set out torgive us any contingous record of
movements or lopressions.

mmona'hdhls had the good luck
to make such journeying as he
and the fortune to possess this
foilow It with much amused interest.
Little anecdotes jumble tiny bits
tive description and quaint

ran po well”

“At Walton'to ses a regatta. Much maT-
riment and beer st the Angler's Home; on
PUPLFT gOes uverbonrd™” ’ i

“Rowing up the Wye: thilh fislds giorious

with ihe lovely rays of the sun. | sre the
mun setting In splendor afar off, and head
the music of a peal of bells. This Ix God's

awn country, sn guod and preen, snd =1l rn
prople ¢ inngeent and kindly. The parish
priest. with benlgnant face, flshes In tho
stream, with falr daughters at his side.”™

There you have the cssence and the charm
of midsummer in mid-England In a few
suggertive dabs. In Scotland we have the
same great plctures.

“The girl with a rad but not unlovely
face. who singw ‘Coming Through the Mye’
not without feeling;” who never notlbes ths
coppers Mung at her, but sees them all the
sume, and picks them wo whén the roal
moves pwWay.

“At a hotel. On our floor !in cantdiesticics;
flocr above brass: landlady buxom and
strong-minded, with a keen Scotch accent.
The house holds {ts head Ligh. There is o
rumor that her Majesty once went through
here, but it s uncertain If she stopped,
HP CALLS MANCHESTER
A "VILE" CITY.

He finds much ecstasy In the mountaln
scenery. They return to England and go
through the Biack Country. Manchester
on Saturday night did not please him.

“I never saw a 7ziler population; drunk:n
men and women huddied Into every rum

shop, and they are very plenty: maudlin
Ecens,® and Eross open caresses.'”

One could fiil a Hthie gallery with the etch-
ings of random peoplc that he mmtets, and
from the gay or notable people, who only
appear In intials, to the coachman who
“should ‘ave gone to london. where me
tnlent® would ‘ave told,” and who winds
up with the consolatory phrase, “but I
‘ave me "eaith. air.”

Back agaln at Zoar he takgs a reflective
turn.

“In lNterature there
pralse of country life.”

“Lace !s to the old a vanity; to the young
& necessity.”

“Ineredible virtues always surround half
understood and whally unseen goda™

“Belored vielonal Why should I ak' fer
the grosses earthly shapes*™

“Crvliization makes It ecasy to procure
frod, suly luret and hunger have becoma
like Sty &r 7" "

Sudueuly a=ntle.v journey beginz. He is
wooed away from Zoar e a trip through
the East. Heé goes up the Nile in state. His
spirit is not so hilthe, but h's feelings are
ever deeper. A querulous sensitiveness
clouds his hours somewhat. Thers from the

is much Iignorant

heart of Exvnt his beart flies back to Zoar,

be says:

“We had luncheon on the terrace. The
music played. One with a face of deathless
and slluring beauty came to sell things, We
did not live—we swam to ecstasy, and over
all the sun, and the biue, transparent sea at
our feel. Oh, Italy! What can | say of
you? Land of song and beauty! Where
even the weeds are beautiful! Oh, ye powers
who made me, shall I long In vain for an
eternity like this, where the hungry socul is
fod with beauty and with music? When we
landed, a child of anearthly beauty, like
faphael's angel, tock me by the hand.”

He has mot many more fournéys before
him. One to California is barely alluded to,
and his last journey to Germany. where his
hoalth was hreaking, not at all. He was to
fall in sad ruins, 1 ke to Campanile, which
be s0 admired.

Something had gore to his heart During
the Eastern journey there iz discreet note
of & courtship In Lhe party. It culminales
afterward in what he calls “the splendid

There he had been signaily
ordlea

off'n Big Four t'other day?

you can help me out; if 1 lose you kin ride
on and be hanged to you!™ e

fuse, and after a minute he

flirted the haif dollar to the bank.
ke bent In his saddile.

Undine In a blue bathing sult as she threw
herself on the sand.

“"Couldn’t say. never having tried £ he
grinned, and dodged a shower of pebbleh
aimed with no inconsiderable feminine skill,
us he went on hustily: ** but | thought na-

i ture had saved you that trouble, Miss Mer-

mald, by making you a lady to begin with;
#> whence theke navy-blue remarks?”

*“Well.,” replied the Undine. resignedly. 1
hope 1 was born a lady, though that poor
ward s so dendly overworked these days ‘t
svarcely seems a title 1o be coveted any
more. But the business of bullding the su-
perstructure of nature’s foundation of tha
skyseraper Known fn character bullding as
a gentlewoman is an arduous occupation
It readdy is. You've no idea”—

“Not gullty,” be Intertupted, impertinent-
¥.
“How rame people make you just long to
be a primeval savage.” she went on, ignor-
ingly, tapping her fingers In time to the
music from the pavillon above. “Now,
there's that woman 1 just swam out to the
raft with. She wakes every ac in-
stinct that 1 ever bad passed down te me
from my antediluvian ancestors.”

“Did they scalp before the flood™ be in-
quired, casually.

“Don’t Interrupt. or I won't be a lady ans’
other minute. As I was saying, that wom-
an hias raked off every bit of veneer of clv-
{lization from me. She has been trying to
stufl’ me all the maming with all sorts of
things, from plastoring over ber latest firt-
ation to the paddsd price of her new bon-"'
net. And just becpuse I smiled and said*®
‘Indeed” as politely interested as 1 comd™
secm to be, she thinks me the very ‘saslest
mark,' as my football brother slangily ex-
presses it, ‘that ever came over the Milis*
As if 1 swallowed the half of It just begause
I appeared to." I longed to say, quite bru-*
tally, ‘You know you le." ™ -3

He rolied over the sand and laughed at”
her face of disgust. e

“She just mistook politencss for credull-
ty.” Ne comsoled her. “and the world ta fuil,
of such lobsters—masculine, {gninine, I've 7
run up agilnst them, too. they only’
knew that most of the time t are not
admired, but mired In thelr own créatfons, |
they would leam the virtue acd goidennes

of sllence. |

“In the classic language of George Ade™ -
the smiled back, her face sunny %‘
“many a man—and woman, too—Is -y
against an analysis when he thinksy he s,

making a paralysis.®

Song of the Shirt.
With fingers nimble and white.,
With eyes that are tenderly bive,
A summer girl In gay summer frills
Sat plying her needles twa. .
Knit, knit. kntt, 4
‘Neath the broad veranda's shade, w-y
Asks the summer man, sitiing Mly by,
“Wil my aweatar soon be made™ e

r

-

We'll ove that by and bv.™ awr
Bleeve pnd body and neck.
Neck and bady and sleeve;

A érive would tuke us by far e long:
I've bardly time t tal\
e

“Knit, knit. knit,

“Knit, knlt, knit,

But would you not suppose

That when thiz labor of love Is done

He'd fee]l ha must propose?

Enit, kntt, knft, L

But that I cannot know,

rof;hemrsm-mdnlhnm.
ane

And I've knit the final row.™ 3

Kind Chance Saved Him.
There wers five or six of us, under the
pllotage of a cowboy, looking for a cross-
ing of the Republican River wken we
caught sight of & man fost in a quicksand.
“Hello, you!" shouted the cowboy, as we
halted our horses.

“Hello, yourself!” was the reply.
. are one of the fellers we hustied

e
e !

“And what of 1™
“Nuthin’, only you won't bother us

“Don’'t you bank on that™ growled the i+,
stranger. I've bn In wuss fixes nor this

and come out ail right.™ v

“I'm willin’ to take chances. If I win.

It wa= an appeal the cowboy couldn't re-
“You rusilers don't deserve no l.‘l'-‘. it

let ‘er go. If you lose, though, I'll lsuve
you to go to the bottom! Toss "er up, and
call out?™

“I say talls"" exclaimed the man, se he
“Tails she is" replied the

“Work. work, wark,” s "',':
She softly wade reply, q‘n‘,
"TWork, wark, work;

The work that It takes a sweater to maly
A mia would sever nenceive. 3
*Knit. knit, knit, e
I've besn at !t from morn to night; ?
Knit, knlt, kntt, s
Don't breatha till this stitch Is right.
Ko, 1 dare not go to the baach, 2
And T will not go for a waik; -

My brain is all In & whirly e
Knit, knit, knit, » LISE
Was thers rver so weary a ginl? o
Yet I dare not put it aslde
For Mildred and Mavd and Grace by
Are working 1ike mad on wweaterw, tea, .
And I'm bound te win In the rare ad¥
“Work, work, work, o thd
While other girls giggie and play: 7 oty
Work, work, worlk, pal
While my thoughts are off and away., '
For It's all for a summer man ox
To wear on the links fhis fall, Dute
And should he forget me bafare it i6 Sonk o
There are other gol alll 5

ol
mare! You'll be out of sight in an heur!™ 5
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